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tinge got across the shingle how if could; the
boys of the village, if the horses could not pull
it through, harnessed themselves in front; and
in windy weather, with deep water on the inside
of the bar, and blue breakers on the other, one
really began sometimes to think of the slacken-
ing wheels of Pharaoh.

It chanced that there were two days of rain
as we passed the Western Riviera; there was a
hot ni;,',ht at Albenga before they came on, and
my father wrote which was extremely wrong of
him- a parody of "Woe is me, Alhama," the
refrain bring instead, " Woe is me, Albenga";
the Moorish minarets of the old town and its
Saracen legends, I suppose, having brought "the
Moorish King rode up and down" into his
heiui. Then the rain, with wild sirocco, came
on; and somewhere near Savona there was a
pause i$t the brink of one of the streams, in
rather angry flood, and some question if the par-
ring** t'ould get through, Loaded, it could not,
and everybody wan ordered to get out and be
carried across, tlic carnage to follow, in such
whiftH as it might. Everybody obeyed these or-
der^ anil submitted to the national customs with
great hilarity, except my mother, who absolutely
refused to be earned in the arms of an Italian
ragged opera hero, more or less resembling the
figures whom she had seen carrying off into the